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PREFACE. 

The principal events which are relat- 
ed in this story, are facts which occur- 
red during that disastrous period of 
Speculation, the years 1835 and 6, and 
known to the author. If the publicity of 
these events should prove an admonitory 
voice, and warn the husbandman or me- 
chanic, of the danger oif sacrificing his 
credit, and property to speculative un- 
certainty, and teach him to persevere by 
patient diligence in the slow but sure 
path to competency, the Author would 
be more than gratified. 



FARMER HOUSTEN, &c. 

It was the last of October, on one of 
those fine autumnal days, so well known 
in New England, the genial influence of 
which must be felt, to be rightly apprecia- 
ted, when all nature is lit up with a warm 
sunny smile, as if to conceal the sly and 
insidious approach of winter ; — ^when far- 
mer Housten seated himself at his door, 
at the close of day, to watch the last 
rays of the sun as they sunk behind the 
distant mountains; and as it slowly de- 
scended, its bright Ught seemed to him 
illuminating the place of his nativity, a 
small town in the western part of New 
Hampshire, where he had been brought 
up with all the simplicity, frugality and 
religious culture which we so often And 
in the inland towns, of its hardy yeo- 
manry. 
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The ripe fruit of an extensive orchard; 
which was not wholly gathered, still lent 
its various colors to adorn a gentle decliv- 
ity which sheltered his neat and well 
painted farm-house, with its nameless ap- 
purtenances, from the north ; while at 
the foot of this declivity, a stream of no 
inconsiderable magnitude, dashed along 
from one rising ground to another, now 
foaming in its course, and now brawling 
over a rocky soil in his extensive pasture. 
His bam yards were well stocked, and 
further on might be seen his numerous 
flocks of sheep, grazing in the distance ; 
where the field had yielded its plentiful 
supply of oats and grass. His house com- 
manded a pleasant view of nearly the 
w)K)le village, which he had seen grow 
up around him, it having been almost a 
wilderness when he had first settled there. 
The church, with its spire, was half seen, 
and half concealed by agroupe of elms. 
In it a pious Presbyterian clergyman of- 
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&^tedy who resided on a little rising 
ground near by, with his only child, the 
last ple^e of a deceased mother. 

The white cottages of the farmers, 
were scattered here and there, among 
ancient phies or hemlocks, which farmer 
Housten had interested himself in pre- 
serving, when they were clearing up the 
land. Some sheltering the only black- 
smith's shop and Inn, in the village, or 
shading the neat sehool house, around 
which a troop of boys were playing. 

Farmer Housten's family consisted of 
a wife, two daughters and a son. The 
interior of the house was arranged with 
much neatness by bis family. The floor 
of the room in which he received the 
few visitors who chanced to call, was 
covered with a carpet of their own man- 
afacture, and at one end c^ it, was a 
neat bed with its snow-white linen and 
counterpane, spun and wove by his 
dau^^iters. In an open cupboard in the 
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corner, was a plentiful supply of crock- 
ery of every hue. The chimney was 
gay with pine branches and sweet fern, 
the dying fragrance^of which, diffused a 
perfume around, and they 'were hung 
with waxed eggs, which at the first glance 
deceived the eye by their lemon-like hue. 
Opposite, was a book case, stored with 
a few miscellaneous books, among which 
were, " Goldsmith's Animated Nature," 
a stray volume of " Vii^l," a few torn 
leaves of" Homer," " The Complete Let- 
ter writer," an old fashioned volume of 
'' Euclid," and the " Family Bible," with 
its large brass clasps. Notwithstanding 
this small collection of books, the yoiing 
people had learned to profit by them. 
Henry Housten read over and over again, 
the Georgils and Pastorals of Virgil, and 
felt his soul glow with enthusiasm at 
the- refinement and taste which could 
describe with such dignity, the pursuit? 
of agriculture. He would often sa; 
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that the cultiyation of the sml was al- 
ways of a dignified character, but till 
Virgils time, it had wanted some high- 
ly gifted individval to describe it, as it re- 
ally was. Another Cincinnatus, to blend 
its dignity with his own intellectual great- 
ness ; while the daughters, laughed hear- 
tily at iEgle, who, had so unwittingly 
stained his face with the berries of the 
holly. In Goldsmith they perceived the 
wonders of creation, in the works of its 
great Architect, and in the sacred writ 
they drank from the purest and most 
sublime fount of poetry. Euclid was a 
sealed book, but it only excited Henry's 
curiosity the more, to' know s(»nething 
of so great a master. 

The daughters, when they read in the 
morning and evening to the family, fre- 
quently commented upon the sublimity 
of Moses' song at the Red Sea, and the 
triumphant hymn of Deborah. In the 
few leaves they had of the Odyssey, they 
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saw the purity and dignity of the female 
character, and expressed their Wonder, 
that old Homer, as they called him, 
should have liked the same things which 
they did, " The crows flying into the 
thick alders," and that he should have 
thought it worthy to be inserted in his 
eternal poem. The other room was 
still more large and commodious. It 
contained their loom and wheels, with 
other simple implements of manufacture, 
and the balls which they had wound 
for weaving, were suspended in a few 
gourd shells from the ceiUng. 

Fanner Housten could boast in his 
possession a few thousands carefully lock- 
ed up in a little chest, the hard earnings 
of a laborious life of strict frugality and 
economy. His house was the resort of 
the indigent, and the^weary traveller at 
night fall, ever found there, a bed and a 
plentiful supper. 

Farmer Housten was respected by the 
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whole neighborhood as their father and 
adviser, and their Uttle difficulties were 
always adjusted amicaUy by him. He 
valued property, however, as the means 
of doing good, and therefore wished to 
increase his store, frequently observing, 
that," He that provided not for his house- 
hold was worse than an infidel." 

But we must take leave of him for the 
present, and introduce to your acquain- 
tance, a person of a very different charac- 
ter. It was the latter part of November, 
the weather had been rainy for some days, 
and the roads were partly frozen over, 
and here and there filled with water. 
Amid the peltings of the storm, a man 
above the middle age, alighted at the Inn 
before mentioned, and after giving his 
lorse in charge to the hostler, dashed 
ito the little room of the Inn, still faint- 
lit up by a few expiring embers, and 
gun to unbutton his drab coat, of thick 
use cloth, with huge black horn but- 
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tons. His boots were covered with mud^ 
and his coat was fringed with the same* 
His frame was almost herculean, his face 
a little swollen, (perhaps by the pitiless 
night,) was of a dark red hue, while a 
pair of black, firey restless, eyes survey- 
ed at one glance every thing around him. 
" Waiter" said he, throwing his coat up- 
on the floor with an oath, "now for some 
whiskey, and I will make your fortune 
forever." The obsequious waiter, whose 
name was Frisby, stared at him, for such 
sounds had never saluted his ears before, 
and then continued to pile on some wet 
wood upon the fire. Every thing partook 
of the character of the night. All was 
gloomy and sad. The floor which had 
been washed and sanded in the morning 
with the most studious care, was now 
wet with streams of water, from the coats 
and umbrellas of travellers,who had come 
and departed. A cloth, still remained 
upon the board, with some rannants of 
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the last supper, and a large black and 
shaggy dog, wet and shivering, lay un- 
derneath the table. " Bring me some 
whiskey, and some supper, I say," vocif- 
erated the traveller. Another cloth was 
soon laid, and a small draught of whisk- 
ey, after some little delay, was procured. 
Having eaten to repletion, he rose, and 
holding up the skirts of his coat, in either 
hand, began to turn himself round and 
round, by the fire. " Look here," said 
he, " what is the population of your vil- 
lage? Who are your moneyed men? What 
streams have you? What privileges? Any 
quarries in your neighborhood? Marble, 
Slate, or Granite, I say?" Question af- 
ter question, following each other with 
the greatest rapidity. " Well, Well," 
said he, " I've a good mind to let you in- 
to the secret." 

In the mean time, the waiter began to 
catch some glimpses of the character of 
his guest, for he had heard nightly re- 
2 
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peated by the travellers, who had gath- 
ered round the fire, to one another, the 
wonders of this money-making business, 
called " Speculation," and comprehend- 
ing, that there was some promise of let- 
ting him into the secret, he began as well 
as he could, to detail the character and 
finances of those around him. 

"There is farmer Morrice," said he, 
" but you can get nothing of him; but 
there is friend Johnson, who has brought 
all his land too, with plenty of orchard- 
ing, and fanner Houston, it would do 
your heart good to see him walking along 
his stream, looking at his cows and sheep 
feeding in the meadow." "Houston," 
ejaculated Watson, for this was the trav- 
eller's name, " What ! Ned Houston, did 
you say?" "The same." "Why man, I 
was brought up with him in that ere town 
in New-Hampshire, and many a time 
have we sat together in the settle, when 
we were boys, eating pumpkin pier 
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which his mother gave us." " I do re- 
member now," said he, putting his hand 
to his forehead, "that I recoHect to have 
heard say as how, he lived somewhere's 
here abouts." " But a stream, you say," 
taking out a wallet and making a memo- 
randum, " near which he pastures bis 
sheep. How large ? How much volume 
of water ? Will it turn a mill of any size ? 
Any money too ? Eh !" Frisby now told 
with some exaggeration the story of the 
chest. " And there is our good parson 
Wilson's son who had just returned from 
Alabama. They say he too has a pow- 
erful sight of money. He has been ab- 
sent some years, and you cannot think 
how it delights his old father, to see him 
once more, as he has lived almost entirely 
alone since his wife's death. " This con- 
versation was interrupted by the clock 
striking ten,and the traveller taking down 
a pipe which hung over the chimney for 
general use, after smoking for some time 
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and covering all around him with tobac- 
co, retired to bed. 

Early the next morning, Watson arose 
and with the first dawn of day began to 
reconnoitre the town. He walked around 
the farm of Housten, which he examin- 
ed with the most scrupulous attention. 
> *' Four or five hundred acres," said he to 
himself, "all brought too. A more than 
comfortable house, a barn well stocked, 
fine orcharding, good stone walls, and the 
stream too,might carry a very decent mill. 
If I could persuade him to buy that ere 
land, I've been so taken in by, it would 
be something worth coming for. And the 
young school master too, I must see him 
before I go." Then filling his pockets 
with some quartz, which he mistook for 
something more valuable, said, " I will 
examine the rest of the town, and at 
night, when I shall be able to find Hous 
ten at home, I'll visit him." 

At the close of the day, when Hou5 
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ten's little family had gathered around 
the hearth, a loud knock with the butt 
end of a whip, announced a stranger. 
The door was opened and our traveller 
made his appearance. With a long 
stride, he advanced to farmer Houston, 
seized his hand with a gripe like a vice, 
and shook it for some time, to the aston- 
ishment of all present. Then vocifera- 
ting, " Dont you know me ? What, not 
know me? Now look and see if you nev- 
er saw me before. Why, I've played 
with you many a time." Housten said 
that he had no recollection of him, and 
looked to the others for some explanation 
who, with a shake of the head, signified 
the same thing. " What! not know," 
said he raising his voice, " Ben Watson, 
your old playfellow ? Dont you recollect 
that ere pond you fell into, and I pulled 
you out, tho' you was the biggest boy of 
the two ?" At the mention of this cir- 
cumstances, he did remember, and the 
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name of his early home, the haunts of 
his childhood, the pond, the little place 
of worship amid the thick trees in the 
distance. The schoolhouse, all, all rush- 
ed upon his memory. Father and mother 
were there, brothers and sisters, long 
since departed, and an irrepressible tide 
of feeling rushed upon his soul, and he 
sunk into his chair overpowered. But 
at last grasping Watson's hand in his turn 
"God be praised," said he, "that I have 
lived to see again, my earliest friend and 
playfellow." Now, as the mystery was 
cleared up, the females were not idle. 
The table was soon covered with a cloth 
of the most exquisite whiteness, and 
groaned with its burden. Honey, deli- 
cious cakes of the finest wheat, of their 
own raising, butter, that might vie in co- 
lor with the golden butter-cups of their 
own meadows. The never failing ac- 
companiment of a New-England table, 
pumpkin pies, and the round and not 



THE SPECULATOR. 19 

unpalatable doughnut, shone conspicu- 
ous and the finest tea ; with sugar made 
from their own maples. "Let us address 
the throne of Grace/' said Housten, and 
raising his hands to heaven, after thank- 
ing Him, who was, is, and is to come, for 
his great mercies, for the good things 
that perish, asked for a more enduring 
foodjthrough the blessings of a pardoning 
Redeemer. When he had finished, they 
sat down, and Watson at his request, 
gave a short history of his life. He told 
his adventures in the Southern States, 
with his cargoes of wooden clocks and 
nutmegs; said he had acquired a little 
something, by odds and ends, hinted at 
kidnapping runaway slaves, but then said 
he had returned them to their lawful 
masters. Henry Housten listened at- 
tentively, and though he did not alto- 
gether like his conversation, thought it 
might be only that of a man, who had 
seen the world. At the first pause he 




20 FARMER HOUSTEN AND 

made, Henry asked him what new books 
he had met with. " Ah," said he, " I 
don't trouble myself much with them ere 
things." 

" Have you heard" said the youth, 
with all the simpUcity of one who had 
not been much acquainted with the world, 
"of the great discoveries they are making 
in astronomy ?" " Poh !" said he, " all 
nonsense I can assure you, only to gull 
old fools,and young ones. " " What ? and 
geology too ?" " I would not give that, 
tJiere for all of them," said he, snapping 
his fingers loud enough to be heard across 
the room. " Yes, and their Homo's and 
Vigil's too, all humbug. It was never my 
hunt, to be after them ere things." After 
tea, Watson threw himself back in his 
chair, which leaning against the wall, rest- 
ed only upon two of its legs, and seemed 
wrapt in a profound sleep. The family 
saw nothing uncommon in this movement 
as it was not an unfrequcnt position with 
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their guests, and thinking him fatigued, 
began to converse in a half whisper. 
They spoke to their father of what they 
had lately read, as they knew it would 
afford him much pleasure ; and a discus- 
sion arose upon the evidence of a Deity, 
through the impression made upon the 
mind, by his wprks. Henry recurred fre- 
quently to his favorite study of geology 
as proof of it, and said with all the enthu- 
siam natural to youth, that it was more 
sublime than astronomy. The father 
could not agree with him, and called for 
his reasons, to support what he had said. 
" In astronomy," said the youth, " we 
see indeed the astonishing works of the 
great architect demonstrated to us, by 
that sublime science. But in geology, 
we perceive the designs of God, and are 
enabled to look back through an infini- 
tude of years, when this earth was but a 
nucleus of revolving fire, and perceive 
that the thoughts of Deity, were even 
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then, to create man ; making at that ear- 
ly period, preparation for the abode, com* 
fort,^ and pleasure, which he now enjoys, 
letting him, as it were into an intimate 
communion with his thoughts and de- 
signs." " That may possibly be," re- 
pUed the father, " but as I am no geolo- 
gist I can neither prove, nor disprove 
what you affirm. But of the existance 
of a Supreme Intelligence, I think there 
can be no one so ignorant as to dispute. 
Last week as I was looking over my or- 
chard, I perceived a few of my largest 
apples remaining upon the trees, and was 
struck with the preparation made for 
their support, by this Intelligence." 

Prayer succeeded, and the family re- 
tired to rest, except Housten and Wat- 
son ; the latter as soon as the others 
were gone, after trying the door, to see 
if it shut close, and looking into a closet, 
to assure himself that there was no one 
there, entered upon his favorite subject ; 
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detailing the great bargains that had been 
made in timber lands, the vast quantity 
of timber now standing upon some which 
he had just purchased, which he could 
even then sell at an immense advance, 
but recollecting his old friend and school- 
fellow, he could not help giving him the 
first chance. That any one, who should 
purchase them, would make an indepen- 
dant fortune, intermixing his discourse 
with frequent references to the days of 
the old man's childhood, and often re- 
marking the great increase of population, 
the continual decrease of timber, the 
vast quantities that had been cut off, and 
the consequent increase of value to that 
which remained. 

It would be useless to mention all the 
arts to which he resorted, but before the 
clock struck ten, Housten had agreed to 
buy the land, if men who were living 
near it, should say there was as much 
clear timber upon it, as he had represen- 
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ted : to pay five thousand dollars down^ 
and ten thousand more in two years from 
that time. From which purchase, Wat- 
son assured him, he would realize the 
enormous profit of at least one hundred 
thousand dollars. 

Housten arose the next morning, from 
rather a troubled sleep, said nothing to 
his family about his intended purchase, 
but only observed, that he should in a 
few days be obliged to leave them, upon 
a little business ; a circumstance, which 
excited no suspicion whatever. 

The next morning, Watson called up- 
on the young schoolmaster Edward Wil- 
son, whose father was absent, and after 
a few preliminary observations, said, with 
an arch look, that '^ he had one of the 
prettiest things for him, he had ever seen 
in the world." So saying, he drew out 
of his pocket, a package, covered with 
old leather, much soiled, and worn by 
long use, which was bound round vrith 
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Strips of dried eelskin. After turning 
it over for some time, he at last unti- 
ed it, and held up a letter directed to 
Edward Wilson, who opened it, and 
found it was from a gentleman of the 
first respectability, but one, with whom 
he was but little acquainted. It was 
written in a very fair hand, upon the fin- 
est gilt paper of the largest size, and 
was one of the many duplicates for 
distribution, which a gentleman of 
some celebrity had written, who was 
now upon a tour of speculation, but 
with whom Wilson was but little ac- 
quainted. 

Watson having met with him at the 
Inn on his return from Housten's, re- 
quested him to address one of these cir- 
culars to Wilson with some little addi- 
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And as Watson seemed to be thor- 
oughly informed upon the subject, he 
read it aloud. It was a lucid and ad- 
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mirable ^^ expose" of the situation of 
our forests; the wanton depredations, 
waste, and plunder committed upon 
them, with a statement of the injuries 
they were subject to, arising from other 
causes, which were out of the power of 
man to prevent. Saying, if there was 
any one, who reflected upon these things 
for a moment, they would see, that if 
land could be purchased now, and the 
timber preserved for a future time, what 
an immense profit would result from 
the sale of it. And computing the 
accession that would be gained from 
its increased value, the profit would be 
immense, and added that a number of 
respectable men, and himself, had a 
plan in view, which would eventually 
lead all those, who were concerned in it, 
to great wealth. That farmer Housi 
was engaged in it, whose prudence 
forsight was known to the whole vil- 
hiro. That some getlemen out of re- 
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spect to his father, had mentioned him, 
and that, as a particular favor to be shewn 
him ; and requested that he would join 
them at such a hotel, in such a street, in 
the city of A., let the weather be what 
it might, on the twentieth day of Decem- 
ber. When he had finished, Watson 
urged the truth of these remarks, with 
all the eloquence he was master of, but 
which consisted for the most part, in 
holding Wilson by the button of his coat 
with the right hand, while with his left, 
he " argued " or " laid the matter down,'* 
as he called it, by reiterated blows with 
his fist, upon a neat mahogany table, to 
its great peril, and screaming in his ear, 
as if Wilson was deaf, when suddenly 
bidding him good morning, he mounted 
his horse, which^he spurred to its great- 
est speed, and departed. 

Near the residence of Parson Wilson 
resided Madam Sinclair and her daugh- 
ter. She was the widow of a British ofFi- 
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cer, who having died some years before, 
had left her without any other support 
than what arose from a small pension, 
which was regularly paid, but owing to 
some pretended friends, through whose 
hands it was remitted, and who claimed 
a small fee for their agency, it was, by 
the time it reached her, reduced to a 
very scanty pittance. She repaired to 
Quebec, hoping to obtain assistance 
from some relatives who, she had heard 
resided there, but they had either died, 
or moVed away, and she was advised to 
remove to the states, where living upon 
small means were much easier than in 
Canada. She followed their advice, and 
after many removes was at length do- 
mesticated in this little village. 

The house in which Madam Sinclair 
and her daughter resided, was large and 
desolate, with a few panes of glass here 
and there broken out, and supplied by 
shingles. The moss spread its velvet 
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covering upon the roof, and the bur- 
dock and wild mustard, with the pur- 
ple thistle, grew around the door, in such 
rank luxuriance, as almost to cover the 
little foot-path which led to it. A small 
patch of ground was broken up by their 
exertions, where some gay flowers of a 
gaudy hue flaunted in the sunbeams, 
showing the hardness of the soil, and the 
inadequacy of females to overcome its 
. sterility. In the distance, a range of 
mountains reared their misty tops to the 
sky, and formed a blue undulating out- 
line, upon which at times the clouds res- 
ted, occamonly broken by their pointed 
summits. The interior of the house was 
of a piece with the rest,and the large brok- 
en stone hearth was decorated with a few 
pine boughs, and the loose flooring bent 
at every step, yet there was a neatness, 
that bespoke resignation^ and an air of 
quiet and repose, which said that here at 
least, the waves of an unquiet world, 
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only murmured at their feet. Madam 
Sinclair was somewhat bent with age, 
and supported herself painfully at times 
upon her staff. Her eye was dark, and 
diffused through its sweet melancholy, a 
sunshine upon a face that was once inter- 
esting for its gentle and sweet expression 
rather than for its beauty; and her snowy 
kerchief, crossed and pinned before so 
neatly, with the equally snowy cap, and 
the courteous and graceful manner, with 
which she received those, who called up- 
on her, told at once of a different state 
of society from that in which she was 
now in. While her feeble health, and 
apparent inability to help herself,besp(Ae 
the frail tenure of her Ufe. She receiv- 
ed no assistance from any one, and nev- 
er complained, though there was many 
a cold day when there might be seen but 
a few sticks of uncut wood at her door. 
Her family consisted of her daughter and 
a little girl she had taken to bring up. 
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the villagers termed it, who rendered 
some assistance by the errands and work 
she performed. Her daughter was in 
the first bloom of youth, if bloom it 
could be called, when the cheeks only 
vied with the lilly. Her face was fair, 
and her large black eyes, when she look- 
ed ug, gave a softened expression to her 
countenance, which was partly shaded 
by her raven hair. 

Every moment she could spare from 
the little attentions due to her mother, 
was employed by her, in attempts at im- 
provement. With her, self-culture, was 
the greatest object, and she held that in- 
timate communion with nature, which 
seemed to blend her existance, with ev- 
ery thing around her. Every leaf, every 
bud that grew, was dear to her. The 
shadowy outlines of the mountains, the 
the rich hues of sunset, which sported 
their sparkling rays upon their summits, 
and were replaced, by the violet hues of 
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evening ; all seemed to give her, as it 
were, a new existance. 

She would sit an hour at a time, upon 
a little knoll, shaded by a few ancient 
pines, and listen to the deep murmur of 
their foliage, that seemed to her, like the 
distant sounds of the ocean. 

Her books were few, but with her dis- 
cernment, like the bee, she extracted, 
only sweets from their leaves. The in- 
vitations to the little parties of the village 
were irksome to her, not that she was 
wanting in that " Bon homie" which is 
the delight of the benevolent, but tliey 
broke in upon some duty, interrupted the 
history of some great event, or the char- 
acter of some individual, who by his no- 
ble daring, had left a name that stream- 
ed like some beacon light adown the 
path way of time. 

At one of these little parties, however, 
she met Edward Wilson, who had been 
carefully instructed by his father, till he 
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commenced his collegiate course, which 
he had finished with honor, and who had 
been at the South for some years as a 
private instructor. His manners were 
agreeable, rather thoughtful than reserv- 
ed, and to a highly gifted mind, was 
added the enthusiasm of a classical 
scholar, and also a profound knowledge 
of the sciencies. 

It is not surprising that two such per- 
sons should have loved each other, and 
that, from the first moment of their ac- 
quaintance. Beside ; there was in him 
a delicacy, a soft manner of addressing 
himself to females, which shew a purity 
and elevation of character seldom to be 

met with. 

He instructed her in science, and was 

delighted to see with what avidity she 

drank in its intoxicating inspirations. 

He spoke of nature, of things around 

her, and led the mind from nature, up to 

nature's God. Sometimes referring to 
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that beautiful hymn to the seasons. S 
would reply, 

** These, as they change, Almighty Father, these, 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 
Is Ml of thee." 

Edward Wilson delighted,while she v 
drawing, to correct any little error in i 
perspective, and to give a softer outline 
the distant mountains. Anna Sincl 
wondered that her mother dwelt not m( 
often upon the past. Upon those delig 
fulfriends,that society which she had oi 
enjoyed. But she remarked,whenever i 
adverted to it,a wild expression in her e 
an agitation of manner, which was pair 
to her. Madam Sinclair, did not wisl 
recall such recollections to her daughl 
with her prospects in life, and the pove 
they were now in. It would be open 
a source of regret which might paral 
her power for improvement, and ra 
perhaps in her mind, an unavailing s 
row. But could they be eradicated fr 
Jier own ? No, but they were to pain 
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for her to impart, even to her daughter. 
Often at the close of the day, when the 
sun threw its rays of light through the 
broken casement, the shades of the dead 
were there. Her husband in the rigor of 
Ufe with the courtly address of a British 
officer. The splendor of the room, lit 
up with chandeliers, that threw their mel- 
low'd light through the ground glass, up- 
on the rich crimson silk of the furniture. 
The well bred company of very dear 
friends, when she was the centre of all 
around, came and passed away, like those 
strange and pleasing images, we see in 
the wizard's glass, which while you gaze 
upon, disappear forever. Such were 
they, when Watson visited Edward Wil- 
son, and now, the white house, and the 
wide spread fields, interspersed with lofty 
oaks, was shown as the future residence 
of Madam Sinclair and her daughter. 
In a day or two after Houston's inter- 
view with Watson, the former proceeded 
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upon a painful journey of a week, to the 
promised land, and reached the precise 
spot that had been pointed out to him, 
and found there, trees of a gigantic 
growth. He was obliged to pass the 
night at a small log cabin, where the in- 
mates extolled the value of the land, 
and expressed their astonishment at the 
cheap rate at which dt was to be pur- 
chased. A loud knock in the evening, 
startled the inhabitants of this solitary 
cabin, when a man in the dress of a 
hunter entered, they proffered him the 
only vacant seat they had, a smaU block 
of wood near the fire, which was in the 
centre of the wigwarm. The stranger, 
after resting himself, said that he was 
much fatigued, that he had been explor- 
ing this land for nearly a fortnight, and 
it was even better than it had been rep- 
resented to be, and it abounded in fine 
timber. The trees so close together, 
that he could hardly pass between them. 
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He then said, not any price whatever, 
should prevent him from purchasing it. 

Farmer Housten hearing this,was more 
confirmed than ever, in his intention of 
buying the land, and thought it was hard- 
ly necessary for him to explore it, at his 
advanced age. He therefore returned, 
completed his bargain with Watson, and 
paid the money stipulated. The latter, 
representing to him, that long before the 
last instalment would be due, there was 
not the least doubt, he would be able to 
sell the land. 

In the ensuing Spring, Housten en- 
deavored to find purchasers, but without 
success, none ofFeririg, for the fever which 
had raged to such an extent, was now 
somewhat abating, and he wrote to Wat- 
son for advice how to act ; but he receiv- 
ed no answer. Still, he was not alarmed^ 
there was an immense quantity of timber, 
and hundreds, as Watson had said, oiily 
waited to take it off his hands ; he could 
4 
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not therefore, see anything to give him 
inquietude. To return to Wilson, he had 
been continually dwelling upon the wib- 
ject of the letter received by Watson. 
The great designs in view, and the num- 
ber of respectable people engaged in 
them. Sometimes he thought of men- 
tioning the subject to his fether, but hav- 
ing been in the habit of acting for him- 
self, he concluded to meet with them, 
see what they were about, and then re- 
veal it to him and ask for his advice. 

It was the twentieth of December, a 
heavy snow had made the road almost im- 
passable, when Edward Wilson left his 
home, and after a fatiguing journey, ar- 
rived at the street and hotel, before men- 
tioned, in the city of A. After an early 
repast, in a room filled to overflowing, 
some one touched him on the shoulder, 
and beckoned him to follow ; he did so ; 
and after ascending two or three flights 
of stairsjcame to a narrow gallery, like the 
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corridors we read of in old castles, which 
led to a room in the further end of the 
building. Though it was not yet night, 
the windows were closed and carefully 
blinded. A long table extended nearly 
the whole length of the room, covered 
with green baize. There were two grates 
in the room which were filled with a pro- 
fusion of coal, while a servant with his 
dark face, rendered still more so by the 
dust from the coal which he carried, 
wearing a green baize apron, with his 
sleeves tucked up to his elbows, put up 
the blower, or took it down, as the case 
required. Three or four lamps sent out 
a smoky glare upon the talkie, which 
was covered with maps, and dusky 
deeds, and conveyances from the original 
purchasers, and a few cork inkstands, 
with a little muddy ink, decked the ta- 
ble. Wilson felt for the first time, that 
there was something apalling in these 
notes of preparation, and was soon rous- 
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ed from his meditation by the arriYal of 
the company. Some had come a long 
distance, and others resided in the city ; 
but all seemed to think great secrecy was 
necessary, lest others should get the ad- 
vantage of them. Their dresses were of 
every quality and every hue, accordii^ 
to the success with which they had play- 
ed their part. Watson was among them, 
dressed in the finest broadcloth, trimmed 
with the most expensive fur in the great- 
est profusion, and a gold chain wound 
two or three times about his neck, would 
have concealed his carnelion pin, had it 
not been for its enormous size, while it 
supported a gold repeater of the most ex- 
quisite workmanship. 

Watson advanced to Wilson, shook 
hands with him, and then turned away 
upon some more important business. 
Others began discussing the subject they 
had come upon, in a low voice, and 
numberless pocket books were put down, 
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containing isketches of purchases that 
were made^ or about to be, when an ani- 
mated discussion arose about the means 
necessary to accomplish <^ertain ends, the 
drift of which he could not understand ; 
and which seemed to be known only to 
a few of the initiated. One of the com- 
pany then advsmcing, requested Wilson's 
attention for a few mcnnents at the foot 
of the table, and then producing a map, 
observed, that there was a tract of land 
of great value, which he had concluded 
to let him buy, dnd if he would, his for- 
tune would be made forever, that he 
would just point out to him upon the 
map, a large pond at such a place ; and 
putting his finger upon it, traced the 
whole length of the stream, which issued 
from this source, and showed the means 
by which he might transport his 1<^, 
to a navigable river near by, and the 
practicability there was of building at 
this place, mills to saw them ; and all this, 
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said he, is to be had for a very small 
sum; that he was willing to give him 
the opportunity of buying it before he of- 
fered it to any one else, and that he re- 
quired only the very moderate sum of 
five thousand dollars down, and the oth- 
er six in the course of from two to three 
years. For some time, he did not know 
what to do, but after considering a few 
minutes he thought he might rely somd" 
what upon his own judgement He took 
the map and examined it with attention) 
he found there a pond, twelve miles in 
circumference, and a stream, which run- 
ning from it, by gentle windings to a nav- 
igable river, would allow a safe transpor- 
tation for his logs, and perceived at once 
the great ease with which vessels of any 
size might come and load below, if the 
logs could be sawed at the mills. 

Beside, the land was well covered with 
the best of pine timber, and his rescdu- 
tion of only looking on, was shaken. 
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He thought of Madam Sinclair and her 
daughter^ of a few alterations he could 
make in the house he had just bargained 
for, what addition of books he (x>uld buy, 
small in number to be sure, but of great 
value to the scholar ; a philosophical 
a|>paratu8 too, which he had long wished 
for. The pleasure of seeing his old Ei- 
ther in a house which he had purchased 
for him, all, decided him at once. He 
called for Uie man, returned the map, 
and after some Uttle preamble with him, 
made the purchase, and gave him a draft 
upon his banker for the first sum requir* 
ed> and his note for the remainder, and 
then felt himself at leisure to examkie 
those around him. Seeing one standing 
<^posite, whose haggard countenance, 
and trembling hand, bespoke him an in- 
valid, he enquired of a man, who he was, 
and what was his history. He received 
this answer. He is a young man of ge- 
nius, and a few years ago, at the death 
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of his father, he came into posseancm of 
a very ample estate, but he has Bpeai 
most of it in dissipation and extravaganoe. 
Wine, cards, and dice, have ruined him. 
His health is bad ; he cannot hve long. 
He has, however, a very interesting wife, 
and for her sake, these gentleman who 
have met here, have admitted him into a 
participation of their profits. He has 
just paid^down the last five hundred he 
has in the world. Who is that good 
looking person talking so earnestly with 

the one next to him ? He is Mr. ^ 

a lawyer of eminence, and has hitherto 
devoted himself to his profession, and wit 
£BLSt acquiring the confidence of the pub* 
lie. As soon however, as he found they 
were able to acquire such wealth with- 
out labor, he became uneasy ; the oidi- 
nary fees of a lawyer, were too small fw 
him ; he has deserted his books, and his 
business has gone into other channels. He 
is now trying to drive a bargain with the 
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man he is talking with ; to be 8ure he 
cannot now realize the value of his pur- 
chase, but times are hard, and he must 
sell. There is an elderly man, said Wil* 
soBy of gentlemanly appearance taking a 
pinch of snuff from his neighbors box, 
who is he ? He was the first physician 
of our town, and had acquired a hand- 
some property. He has lately gone into 
speculation, but every man you know, 
cannot be always successful ; he sold 
the land he purchased of them, at an 
enormous advance, but the poor dc^, 
have not been able to pay for it ; they 
have just put all their property out of 
their hands, and he is urging them by 
every thing that is holy, and honora- 
ble to make him some compensation. 
See, how they turn away from him. His 
practice, a younger physician has taken, 
{or his thoughts have been so absorbed, 
that he has not had time nor inclination 
to attend to it ; and his bell has long since 
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ceased to ring with the call of his patients. 
Just at this time an unusual bustle was 
perceived at the table. The crowd gath- 
ered around the upper part of it, and ex- 
clamations of, It is wonderful ! They 
are the purest specimens ! What a lus- 
tre they have ! resounded on all sides* 
Edward Wilson elbowed his way along, 
and being taller than the rest, peroeiv- 
ed a quantity of ore upon the table. 
He took up some of it, and after care- 
fully examining it, found it to be the pui^ 
«st ore he had ever seen. Where did 
it come from? Where did it come 
from ? resounded on all sides. At 
this moment a little awkward looking 
person came forward and stated, that 
he had found it in a certain field he 
had bought on credit, that the ground 
was covered with it and he was ready 
to sell it to the highest bidder. To 
the astonishment of Edward, he saw in 
this man, the waiter of the little Inn, of 
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a 

his own village — ^poor Frisby, (as they 
used to call him.) He advanced to 
speak with him, but the rich man in ex- 
pectation, only returned a cold and dig- 
nified bow, keeping his hand firmly fixed 
in his pocket. The land was shortly 
aft^r put up at auction, and all endeavor- 
ed to outbid the other, and poor Frisby 
went dut at last a rich man from the 
chamber. 

Edward returned home to his father, 
who on learning the fact of his becoming 
a speculator was exceedingly grieved at 
it, especially, as the first pajnment for the 
house could not be made, owing to this 
transaction. My son, said the old man, 
" he that hasteth to be rich, hath an evil 
eye, and considereth not, that poverty 
shall come upon him." It is the words of 
Holy Writ. This speculation is now,even 
a disease of the body politic ; it shows 
not a healthy state of society, it argues 
not well for the general weal of any 
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community. The land speculator is a 
being, who hangs loose upon society. 
He contributes not to the benefits of ag<«- 
riculture, nor the blessings of ccmunerce. 
He shows not by his example, a great 
man struggling with the storms of &te, 
who by lawful means, and the slow, but 
sure gain of honest industry, obtaineth a 
certain competency. He knows not the 
pleasure of literary acquirement, nor the 
holy inspiration for laudable fame. Nor 
does he burden his mind with those great 
discoveries, which are a benefit to his 
species; his whole object is to purchase- 
for a small sum, what he may sell for a 
large one ; and when this mania is every 
I fear it will bring a lasting misery U^ 
those who are deluded by it. 

In a month or two, Edward WilKm^ 
taking two or three men with him, de- 
parted for his lands. It was the last of 
June, and the woods there, might well be 
termed the Palaces of Nature ; lofty and 
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spiral trees, rose here and there, against 
the deep blue sky, while immense logs 
lay at their roots, covered with the most 
brUliant moss. The d(^-wood and the 
mountain-ash strewed the under-brush 
with their snowy flowers, and in the 
distance the browzing moose, alarmed at 
their tread, threw back his head and be- 
gan his usual trot through the forest, 
winding his way with thegreatest sagac 
ity among the fallen brush. Now and 
then he started the partridge, or the rab- 
it, which were feeding on a profusion of 
boxberry, while the sawing of the beaver 
came at intervals upon his ear. He was 
delighted with the aspect of some rocks, 
which were covered with moss, upon 
whose tops,the fern had taken root and in 
its moBsey bed, nodded to the wind, hke 
the plumes of a warrior: so delighted was 
he with this scene, so new to him, that 
he almost forgot what he had come for. 
Peroeiviiig, however, an Indian in the dis- 
5 
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tance,who was making a trap for the deer; 
he approached him, and enquired the 
nearest way to some cabin. The red 
man pointed to the North, and disappeai^ 
ed. It was nearly night ; the sun wis 
setting in great glory, and its crimsoii 
rays through the avenues of lofty trees, 
lit up the woods with their brilliant fight 
The birds were chanting their varioos 
notes, and one, sounded to him, like t 
Uttle beU, rung at intervals through the 
forest. At last he reached the cabin and 
passed the night there. He enquired of 
the wood-cutters if they could give him 
any information of a pond or stream, in 
their vicinity. They replied in the neg- 
ative. He knew he must be near the 
spot, but where could the pond be? 
Could it be possible, that a sheet of wai- 
ter, so large, could escape their obeenr- 
ation? The following morning he ex- 
plored with his men the surrounding 
country. At last he met with some Ipg- 
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men, who laughed heartily at his ques- 
tions, saying, ^^It would be long 
enough, before he found it, they would 
warrant him." After another week of 
fruitless search, in which he could find 
neither pond, stream, or trees fit for 
timber, as he had expected ; he retdm- 
ed home vexed and disappointed ; fully 
assured of the imposition, which had been 
practised upon him. He then sued the 
man who had sold it to him, and recover- 
ed upon the principle that it was a fraud- 
ulent sale ; but the vender was not worth 
any thing ; beside, he was upon a sick 
bed from which he never rose again. 

Edwards house was taken for non pay- 
ment of his notes, which had been sold, 
and his father obliged to seek a shelter 
in his old age, where he could find one. 
Edward left his native village, again for 
the South, hoping to retrieve his fortune; 
but as the cholera, soon after made its 
appearance there, and as nothing was 
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heard from him, it was supposed, that 
he fell a victim to that disease. 

To return to farmer Housten, he had 
been for some months endeavoring to 
make sale of the land, but to no effect. 
To be sure, he had bonded it, two or three 
times, but then, there were strange ru- 
mors about. Some said it was only up- 
on the spot where he had visited it, that 
there were trees suitable for timber; 
that even those, were worth but little, 
and not at all proper for merchantable 
use. That the rest of the land had been 
cut over, at different times, and thete 
were not an hundred good trees upon 
the whole of it. They even went so far 
as to say, that the men in the cabin had 
intentionally imposed upon him; and 
that the hunter had been hired to make 
the report, which had induced him to 
purchase. Be that as it may, he found 
every day, that the difficulties increased, 
and the last time of payment having now 
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room, ^^ that I can still look to him who 
made me." After some pause, parson 
Wilson observed to him, that he came 
to arrange matters for him. That Hen- 
ry should take the town school as they 
were in want of a master, and they would 
give Mary sewing work enough to em*- 
ploy her, till his term in jail had expired. 
Fanny said she would accompany her 
mother, who had determined never to 
leave the husband of her youth. Elder 
Johnson, then requested parson Wilson 
to pray for this afflicted family. He rose 
and leaning over the back of his chair, 
implored the Divine mercy upon them : 
begging God that he would give them 
an entire resignation to his will, and a 
more enduring hope, saying, ^^ He shall 
send and take thee out of the deep wa- 
ters; the Lord, our God, shall enlighten 
thy darkness," and concluded, with that 
sublime expression of the Psalmist, — 
"The Lord hear thee, in the day of 
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trouble, the name of the God of Jacob de- 
fend thee." A loud Amen was respond- 
ed^and after shaking hands they departed. 
The next day. Farmer Housten with 
his wife, and youngest child, took up 
their march for the Shire town, which was 
only four miles from the village. It was 
a cold, damp morning. The wind blew 
from the sea, bringing with it dense 
vapors, and, now and then, a few drops 
of rain pattered upon the ground. Hous- 
ton supported himself upon his staff, and 
his wife, as she saw a tear upon his chedt, 
observed, that he had great reason to be 
thankful : for through the blessing of 
God, he had nothing to reproach himself 
for ; he had been able to hold fast his in- 
tegrity to the last. Fanny followed, car- 
rying a small bundle, which contained 
a few necessaries for the family. Wh^i 
they arrived, they were received by the 
Jailor with much kindness, who gave the 
daughter a small chamber in his house, 
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for her own use. Mrs. Houston and her 
daughter soon made even a Jail, a com- 
fortable place. They swept the room, 
arranged their miserable bed and broken 
chairs with much neatness, and seemd- 
soon quite domesticated. They employ- 
ed their time in knitting, and alternately 
reading the bible to one another, while 
their other children, passed Sunday 
with them, and brought their weekly 
earnings for their use. Housten staid 
there as long as the law required, and 
then took a small room near by, as he 
did not wish to go back to his village. 
To return to Watson, he was now a 
man of fortune, and had been suc- 
cessful in several speculations ; had sold 
the farm of Housten at a considerable 
advance, to a man who had puUed down 
the old house and put up a new one, 
more in the fashion of the day. It was 
three stories in height, and so narrow 
that it seemed in danger of falling down 
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with every gU8t of wind. It had a {Hto- 
fusion of long narrow windows with 
green blinds, and the Uttle green in front 
was covered with slat work fences cS the 
frailest tenure. The old oak trees, with 
their spreading branches, were hewn 
down, with the exception of two, that 
were standing in front of the hou8e» be* 
cause some one had told them that traes 
were fashionable. A miU for sawing 
boards had been built upon the stream, 
and the yard which was once so green 
was now covered with piles of boQids, 
newly sawn. Watson, however, had la* 
ken the precaution to have the turn 
mortgaged back again to him, in case of 
non-payment. He now resided alto- 
gether in the city, had purchased a aplen* 
did house, that had been built by a gUh 
tleman of taste, and completely changed 
it The shelves of the Ubrary were ta* 
ken down and a very expensive aide* 
board put up in their place, covered with 
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cut glass decanters filled with wine and 
brandy, and a plentiAiI supply of cham* 
pdgne ; boasting, that in his house he 
kept nothing locked up. The chimney 
pieces of rich Egyptian marble were re* 
jhOYied, and a new pattern in the height 
of fashion, but of vulgar form and mis* 
erble material, set up in their place ; rich 
chandeliers hung from the ceiling, and 
the floors were covered with Persian car- 
pets. His wife was a weak but amiable 
wbmiui, who amused herself with going 
a shopping, in a street which was next to 
the one in which she lived, in a beautiful 
carriage^ined with white broadcloth, and 
drawn by a pair of fine greys, with a ser- 
vant in livery in waiting; and it was heap- 
ed up, at her return, with the most friv- 
cdous and expensive trifles* Ev^y day, 
Wfljtson gave expensive dinners,and more 
than expensive suppers, to those of his 
own standing. 

One day Henry Houston came to see 

6 
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his father, and seemed more than usual- 
ly animated. He told him that two 
men had been to see him, and said, they 
had something to communicate to him ; 
that Watson, had hired them to make 
false statements with regard to the land, 
which his father had sometime since pur- 
chased of him ; that he had made an a- 
greement with them, that if they would 
recommend the land as desired, they 
should have five per cent on the money 
it should bring : that they could prove by 
severd persons that the hunter too, was 
suborned for that purpose, and paid for 
it ; that they had been repeatedly to 
Watson but could not get anything (x 
their services; that they did not consider 
that there was any thing wrong in what 
they bad done, that every man must get 
his living,but the last time, they called up- 
on him, they could get only abuse, which 
had at last determined them to reveal his 
villany. Housten upon this, instituted 
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a suit against Watson, at his son's re- 
quest, and after one or two years delay, 
it was decided in his favor, and the 
sale declared a fraudulent one, and whol- 
ly null and void. The man who had pur- 
chased Housten's farm had become embar- 
rassed by his improvements,and the whole 
estate had again returned to Watson with 
some little increase of value. Watson's 
resources had, however, begun to fail him. 
His speculations had not prospered as 
he expected. Those who had bought of 
him were not able to pay, or had put their 
pr<^rty out of their hands for that pur- 
pose» Money came not in as he expect- 
ed. This expensive living had brought 
him in debt, and his fine house and 
furniture was at last taken upon execu- 
tion, and sold at auction, for all he had 
would not pay the half he owed, and he 
vent into the western country, to lay his 
bones in its extensive prairies. 

It was discovered after the sale of 
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the gold ore, that Frisby had stokoitfitom 
the chest of a sea captain, who had just 
returned from Mexico and who had pas- 
sed the night at the tavern, and Fiisbj^ 
to his great surprise, had to expiate his 
crime by five years imprisonment in the 
penitentiary. Farmer Housten retamed 
back again to his village, and as ^be 
carriage was ascending a fine graveltyviMMl 
bordered by lofty elms, to a little enun- 
ence, he perceived the house, once in- 
habited by Madam Sinclair and her 
daughter. The glass was broken out 
more than formerly, and the swaUowv^ 
which had been its only inmates for some 
time, were collected tc^ther upon an old 
tree in front of the building, chatting 
their notes of preparation, ere they re* 
sumed their migratory flight for the 
winter. He had been informed of the 
death of Madam Sinclair and her daugh- 
ter. He enquired for their graves, 
which were pointed out to him. The 
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great white house, (as it was termed in 
the viUage,) with its green veranda, and 
its extensive fields had been purchased 
by farmer Morrice (as it was near his 
own,) and he now resided there. Farm- 
er Housten saw him as he passed,sitting 
at an open window with his coat off, and 
his spectacles thrown back upon his 
forehead, having just finished the last 
periodical upon the analysis of soils and 
the different kinds of manure fitted for 
each. The Ruta baga spread over the 
field to the right, and on the left, the ripe 
grain waved in the wind, ready for the 
sickle. A boy was driving his numerous 
herds down the avenue which led to the 
house, and which were sporting a thou- 
sand gambols as they passed. Three 
or four sturdy sons of his, were wrestling 
upon the green before the door, to the 
surprise of the Houstens, as they knew 
they were in the habit of rising at four 
o'clock in the morning, and could not 
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think it possible, after such steady em* 
ployment, they needed such athletic ex- 
ercise. 

During that period of speculation, the 
year 1835, some acquaintances of £GuniL- 
er Morrice had frequently applied to him 
to purchase their lands; and at their exag^ 
gerated representation of them, he would 
reply, ^^ It is all talk ! All the men in 
the world by talking, can never give a 
value to that, which is in itself intrinsic^ 
ally poor." At the latter end of this pe- 
riod, when farmer Morrice was again 
and again urged to purchase a township, 
he said, '^ Your propositions at fint, 
were these : That by purchasing land, 
and preserving the timber upon it, it' 
would make it of greater value at some 
future period. Plausible enough I but 
what has been the consequence of the 
undue excitement you have created ? 
The land has been bandied about from 
one to another ; bonded, and sold upon 
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credit, till at last a sudden rush was made 
upon the forest, and you, like swarms of 
Egyptian locusts, assailed every tree 
within your reach. All was levelled in 
your course, and I would ask you, What 
benefit have you, or your country deriv- 
ed from it ? Why ! as much as Don 
Quixote derived from fighting the wind- 
mills. Every stream and water course 
is crowded with logs, the price i» reduc- 
ed much below its usual value^ The 
market is over-stocked. Your d^ts are 
unpaid, and your estates, earned by your 
own labor, or by that of your fothers, 
are irrecoverably gone, and a source of 
unavailing regret, planted in your bosmo* 
In many instances, to my knowledge, 
that first of blessings, health, has disap^ 
peared forever ; the natural consequence 
of such an eij:cited state, followed by the 
most cruel disappointment, and the next 
generation will be obliged to resort to 
foreign materials for building, instead of 
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their own. Do you not perceive ^t 
some of our most enterprising men are 
even now obliged to procure a certain pert 
of their timber at the South, or in for- 
eign markets ; and unless such a man as 
Evelyn'* should arise, which, God grant ! 
the great want of that staple, upon 
which our navy and commercial pursuits 
depend, must be ruinous indeed.'' 

Farmer Morrice studied the theories 
of agriculture with the true spirit of the 
Baconian Philosophy. He received th^n 
as true, or rejected them, acoxrding to 
the practical demonstration of their re- 
sults : ascertaining their value by his own 
application of them. Give me a new 
idea upon agriculture, ( he would say,) 
and I will demonstrate the truth of it my* 
self. 

Housten returned to his farm, and was 



*A Tory able wiiternpoa the beitmeeiMOf prfiienrlng tlie 
fbrett treee of England. 
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again the owner of it. He lived to see 
his son professor of the exact sciences, 
in one of the most respectable universities 
in the country, and for some discoveries 
that he had made, was honorably men- 
tioned in London, at the meeting of the 
Royal Society. His daughters were 
married around him, to religious men, 
whose fortunes they made, or saved, by 
their industry and economy ; and the 
old man's house, upon a holyday, re- 
sounded with the sports of his grand- 
children. He came at last to his grave, 
in a good old age, like a shock of com 
ripe for the harvest, giving his neigh- 
bors an opportunity of saying, "Let me 
die the death of the righteous, and let 
my last end be like his." 
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